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Going Nowhere Fast 


Author's Notes: 


Led Zeppelin and Queen crossover, too 


"Something tells me we're going to be seeing a lot more of this terminal than we really want to," Alex Lifeson 
observed glumly, staring at the raging nor‘easter on the other side of the window. The storm was so intense 
that it was bluish dark at 2PM, the snow falling so heavily that he couldn't see to the dropoff zone, never 


mind to the runways. 


Geddy Lee nodded, but didn't say anything. Instead, he looked over his shoulder at the sound of an irate female 
voice: "Merde | can do everything on this motherfucking phone but make a motherfucking call" The speaker 
was a petite-but-curvy, feline and obviously foulmouthed caramel-eyed redhead, glaring malevolently at a 
cellphone as she stalked to the windows beside them. She wore a battered-looking brown leather coat over a 
burnt-orange crocheted sweater, faded jeans and a pair of flat-heeled brown suede boots adorned with huge 
suede tassels. 


"Tigi, wait up!" Her companion hurried past, leaving a deliciously lavender-scented vapor trail in her wake. She 


was quite pale, with long dark curls, huge dark eyes, a delicate face - and a nose just beaky and sharp enough 
to be completely out of place with the rest of her features. She wore a long, oatmeal-tweed wool coat with a 
black velvet collar and cuffs, a battered man's fedora and a lethally long striped scarf. Her coat almost 
dragged the floor as well, but Geddy caught a glimpse of elaborately trimmed, adorned and patched denim over 
her high-heeled boots. Almost completely over. She couldn't have been more than five feet tall. He thought 
he'd seen both of them before, but couldn't place where, exactly. "Who are you trying to call, anyway?" She 


spoke with a pronounced southern accent. 


The redhead was standing about five feet away on Alex's other side, trying to get a signal on her phone. "My 
motherfucking --- uh, mother--" She had the decency to be embarrassed, at least. 


"With that mouth?" The little brunette shook her head, then glanced around and happened to catch Alex's gaze. 
“Sorry.” She looked down and away, then back, a little. "We're being kind of noisy--" 


"That's okay," Alex said with a grin. "It's not like we have anything else to do." 

‘I've never seen anything like this--" The redhead gestured out the window. 

| have--" The brunette looked at her, then glanced awkwardly back at Alex and Geddy, lowering her head a bit 
and turning away slightly, then raising her eyes just enough to look at them from under her mass of curls and 
hat brim, giving them a hesitant, almost apologetic little smile. "Lake effect, you know?" She met Geddy's eyes 


for all of about a second before she looked away. 


"Aw, heck, woman, where we come from, this is only a flurry!" Alex smirked, trying to place where he'd seen 


her before. Something about her was very familiar. He could swear he'd seen her with -- who? 
“Ignore him," Geddy added with a smile, suddenly feeling very protective of her. 


"Shut up, Dirk" Alex gave him a faux-malevolent look, then winked at the two women. The redhead, apparently 


having finally gotten a connection, wasn't looking at them, but the brunette gave him a shy smile in return. 


"Shove it, Lerxst." Geddy stuck his tongue out at his friend, then, remembering something, looked around. 
"Where's Pratt?" 


"Probably on the throne in the mens’ room, reading Aristotle," Alex said. "Least that way he won't have a 
problem if he runs out of toilet paper." 


"| didn't need that image in my head--" Geddy groaned, putting his hands over his face. 


"Aw, fuck--" That was the redhead. "You know, | go to all the trouble of calling and they don't have the fucking 


decency to be home!" 


"You know what they say about shit happens," Alex said sympathetically, then looked around as Neil Peart 


rejoined them. "As Pratt here can personally attest to, right?" 

"Attest to what?" Neil looked confused. 

"You don't want to know. Trust me," Geddy said. 

"By the way, you will not believe who | saw in the mens‘ room,” Neil said. 
"Who?" Alex said. 

"Jimmy Page. | swear it was him." 

"You're right. | don't believe you." 


The little brunette looked around, eyes wide and relieved. "I'm sorry -- excuse me, |, uh -- you didn't happen 
to see which way he went, did you?" 


"Uh---" Neil was taken aback. "Toward the coffee kiosk, | think--" 
"Great, thanks--" The brunette started off, then looked back at her friend. "Wait here, okay? I'm going to go 


find him. | swear, | can't take that man anywhere. | need a freaking leash!" She hurried off, leaving a lavender- 


scented contrail momentarily blooming in her wake. 

"Who was that?" Neil said 

"I didn't get her name yet," Geddy said, hoping she'd come back. "She looks familiar, though." 
Alex shrugged. "Whoever she is, she's awfully cute." 

"Whoever she is, she smells really nice, too," Neil said with a smile. "Like a summer afternoon 
Alex looked at the redhead. "Her husband looks like Jimmy Page?" 


"He should. He is Jimmy Page," the redhead replied with a warm smile. "I'm Tianna Mercury, by the way, and 


that was Maddy Page. s Maddy Page. She should be back in a moment" 


"That's where I've seen her before!" Geddy exclaimed. Now he remembered the paparazzi snapshots of Jimmy 


Page accompanied by a shy little brunette doing her best to avoid the camera's eye. 
"| thought she looked familiar--" Alex said. 


Maddy indeed returned a couple of minutes later, holding hands with, yes, Jimmy Page. He was wearing jeans, 


boots and a sweater vest over a white shirt. Slung over his free arm was the long wool coat they'd often 


seen him wearing in photographs. He had a carryon bag over his shoulder. Tailing them was another couple - a 
chunky, strawberry blonde young man clad incongruously in a t-shirt reading BIG BEEFY MAN and tan painters’ 
pants that looked uncomfortably snug. His female companion was a pneumatic-looking blonde with big sprayed 
Farrah wings, wearing a tight little sweater, tighter little skirt and teeteringly high heels that would have been 
deadly if the plane had to make a water landing. 


‘| tell you, Mads, this sucks eggs!" the blonde man was complaining. "Man, this is the twenty-first century! 
They should be able to flip a switch and party the runway clean so Partyman can go him a-partyin’ with his 


Partysexy!" 
"Carlton, it's the twentieth century--" Maddy replied. 


“Although it may in fact be the twenty-first by the time we get out of here--" Jimmy observed, going to the 
window to look out. "Shit." His voice was almost melodic, but he was so soft-spoken that he was a little hard to 
hear. "| have never seen it this bad -- and you look very familiar," he added, looking around and meeting Alex's 


slightly awestruck gaze. 
"This is - oh fuck, Whatshisface--" Tiarna pressed her fingertips to her forehead. "You know from - shit" 
"Alex Lifeson," Maddy said, somewhat to Alex, Geddy and Neil's surprise. 

"| like Whatshisface better," Geddy smirked 


"That's Mr. Whatshisface, sir, to you, lunchmeat,”" Alex snarled in a one of the worst drill sergeant impressions 


they'd ever heard. 


"Lunchmeaf?" Geddy looked at him strangely as Tianna let out a spluttering, snorting wheeze that degenerated 
into a fit of squeaking giggles. 


"Holy crap!" Carlton blurted, staring at Geddy in open-mouthed disbelief. "Man, | thought Maddy here had her 
one big-ass ugly old nose! Dude, you got a freaking elbow on your face - hey!" He broke off with a yelp when 
Maddy smacked him upside the head with her fedora. "What the heck didja do that for?!" 


She gave him a scathing look. "Bonehead." 


"Well, that's it--" A formidable titan who could only have been Peter Grant lumbered over. "It's official. They 
just closed the fucking airport." 


Here Again 

"Uh-oh. Now what?" Maddy said. 

"What! No way!" "Partyman" moped. 

"Mr. Cuddles, like what are we gonna do?!" his pneumatic "Partysexy" cried. 

"| don't know if we've got any chance of finding rooms anywhere," Peter said. "Let me see what | can do, 
though." He looked around as Robert Plant came over, accompanied by the infamous John Bonham. "We're 


screwed. They just closed the airport." 


"| think we'd be even more screwed if we tried to take off in that," Robert said, looking toward the windows 
and meeting Geddy's eyes instead. "Hey, you look familiar.” 


"He's from - oh bugger, that band from Canada--" Tianna was obviously drawing - or perhaps shooting - 


mental blanks. 

"Its Rush, not Oh Bugger," Maddy said 

"Right, yeah, gotcha-~" Tianna made a quick recovery. "Percy dear, this is Alex - uh, whathisface——" 
'Lifeson," Maddy supplied 

"Zivojinovich, actually," Alex added 


"Let's stick with Lifeson, ‘kay?" This time Maddy met his gaze for more than a fraction of an instant - long 


enough to get the sentence out, at any rate. 
"Yeah, please. These tossers have a hard enough time with Deveraux-Gordon," Tianna added. "Okay, where was 
|? Okay, Percy, this is Alex Longunpronounceablelastname, his friend -- uh, hold it--" She looked at Geddy. 


"What's your name again?" 


"Geddy Lee--" Maddy groaned. "Tigi, you're embarrassing!" She put a hand to her forehead, shaking her head in 
exasperation, then catching Geddy's gaze. "Sorry." 


"That's okay." Geddy smiled at her. 
"And Neil Peart," Maddy added quickly before Tianna could make a mess of it entirely. 


~~ 


"Man, this sucks eqgs--" Carlton was grumbling. "I tell you, they should just be able to party a switch and 
party the partyway clean so Partyman and his Partysexy can go a-partying off!" 


"Does he always talk that way?" Alex looked around. 


"Unfortunately." Maddy looked up from the book she was reading. "No sign of it clearing up" It was several 


hours later, toward dark, and the storm was still raging. Peter's quest for rooms had proven fruitless. 
"Ever think of getting your DNA checked to see if he's really your cousin?" Alex said. 


"Everyone asks me that." Maddy looked back at her book for a moment. They was sitting on an orange vinyl 
loveseat, Maddy leaning back against Jimmy, who was half-drowsing with his head against her shoulder. Geddy 
was curled up like a puppy, also mostly asleep, with his head in Maddy's lap and his feet in Alex's. She didn't 
mind. Alex, for his part, had been working on a crossword puzzle, but was now debating tying Geddy's shoelaces 
together. 


"Don't even think about it, Lerxst" Geddy's voice was slurred and faraway, somewhere on the ragged edge of 
sleep. He curled up a little more, nestling closer, murmuring something either Polish or Yiddish before dropping 
back into slumber. Maddy tucked the envelope she was using as a bookmark into place, then put the book down 
atop her bag, looking out the huge windows at the swirling snow, idly twining the fingers of her left hand 
through Jimmy's dark curls and toying with Geddy's lush locks with her right, winding a thick shock around and 
around her hand. Alex, watching her, was reasonably certain she wasn't entirely conscious of doing it - and 
entirely certain that neither Jimmy nor Geddy were at all conscious of her doing it. After a few minutes, she 
snuggled back closer against Jimmy and let her eyes droop shut, her other hand still entwined in Geddy's hair. 
Alex yawned, deciding they had the right idea He curled up as best he could, his head pillowed on Geddy's side, 
and drifted into a dream of sun-bright lavender fields.. 


"Awww. Don't you wish you had a camera?" Robert Plant observed, returning from a snack cart several 
minutes later with Neil and Bonzo."We could embarrass the hell out of them for the next million years or so." 


Actually, he was rather envying Jimmy and Geddy. 


"And have Mad kill us? No way!" Bonzo grinned. "However, we could embarrass those tossers over there." He 
pointed at Carlton and his girlfriend, who were entwined in a nauseatingly passionate clinch on a nearby 


loveseat. 

"They seem to be doing a good job of it on their own," Neil said, wondering if Maddy Page had ever considered 
DNA testing to determine if that really was her cousin. He himself had some serious doubts, even at such 
short acquaintance. 


Robert sat down on another nearby seat. "Looks like we're going to be here awhile." 


Neil settled himself on the floor nearby, picking up the book Maddy had been reading and looking at it curiously. 
Bonzo plopped down on the seat next to Robert with a good-natured grumble. 


Moments later, Jimmy stirred and shifted position, slipping deeper into slumber. His head lolled back. Seconds 
later he snorted and let out a startlingly loud, grating snore. Maddy jerked awake with a squeak, brutally 
yanking poor Geddy's hair. He started awake with a yelp and accidentally kicked Alex in the stomach. 

"Oof--" The blow, while not hard, was enough to knock the wind out of him. "Ged--"" 


"Ow--" Geddy looked at Maddy, bewildered and slightly miffed. "Couldn't you have just shook me awake or 


something?" 


Maddy was glaring at Jimmy, who was looking very sheepish. "Damn it, if all those fangirls who want in your 


pants knew the truth--" She looked at the by-now completely bewildered Geddy. "I sleep with a chainsaw!" 
Geddy looked at Alex, who was trying to get his breath. "What happened?" 


"You tell me--" Alex got out, looking over at the others, who were all more or less rolling on the floor, 


laughing. "Whatever it was, we missed it" 


‘Sorry, luv--" Jimmy wasn't sure what exactly had happened, but he had a feeling he'd caused it. He 
disentangled himself from Maddy, rubbing his eyes. "Fuck. Was | asleep?" 


"Yes. And snoring like a jet plane with asthma," Robert grinned. 
Jimmy looked at Maddy. "Was | really?" 


"Yes. And how. You're like a turtle. You get on your back and it's all over." Maddy squeezed her eyes shut. 


"Fuck. | have to remember not to do that." 


"Do what?" Alex said, still slightly breathless. He sat up, one hand pressed to his stomach. "Ged, you kick like a 
fucking mule." 


Fall asleep with my bloody contacts in" It was funny to hear her use such a typically British expletive with 
her southern accent. "Next time, I'll - oh boy--" Geddy's thick locks were ensnared in several of her jangling 
bracelets. "Geddy, don't move--" 

"What is it?" He looked at her apprehensively. 

"You're really hung--" She tried to free his hair as best she could using one hand. 


First time in history that phrase has ever been used describing you, Ged," Alex smirked. 


"Shut up, Lerxt--" Geddy tried to turn his head to give Alex a nasty look. "Or next time I'll kick you on 


purpose." 


Alex stuck his tongue out at his friend, then reached over to help Maddy disentangle herself and Geddy. "Shit, 


you are really hung. 

Jimmy has started laughing a little too hard to be any appreciable help. 

"Glad to see you're man enought to admit it--ow!" Geddy yelped. "Don't pull-—" 
"Sorry--" Maddy said, looking contrite. "That was me, not Lurch here 

"Uh, Mad? Its Lerk-st--" Alex said as Geddy dissolved into giggles. 

'Sorry-—" She looked at him sheepishly. 


"No, no, Lurch is better. | like Lurch--" This time, Geddy managed to pull his own hair looking around at Alex. 
"Ow. Mad, just how closely are we attached back there?" 


"You know in some cultures this would mean you're married?" Neil chuckled, watching the festivities with a 
grin. 


"Please. One husband is bad enough." Maddy winked at Jimmy, sort of, as she spoke. She couldn't wink without 
completely scrunching up most of her face and almost closing both eyes in the process. 


"And you know know someday this story's going to be told as one of us walking in and finding Jimmy's wife 


sleeping with Alex Lifeson and Geddy Lee," Bonzo added. 


"Well, technically it's true," Alex admitted, winking at Geddy, who rolled his eyes in a manner comically similar 


to Maday's. 
"What about me?" Jimmy said. 


"You're the reason no one's sleeping anymore, my pet," Maddy told him, shaking the last of Geddy's hair loose 
from her charm bracelet. "There. All better." 


Finally freed, Geddy sat up to look out the huge windows, then flopped back with a groan. "Something tells me 


we're going to be here until spring." 


"You really think we're going to get out of here that soon?" Neil said, not looking up from Maddy's book, which 


he was now reading. 
"Neil, don't lose my place," Maddy said. 


"No--" Geddy replied, putting an arm over his face. He was on his back now, his head still on Maddy's leg, but 


with his feet on the metal arm of the loveseat on Alex's other side. "Why don't humans hibernate?" 


"We haven't tried hard enough," Jimmy said with a chuckle, hugging Maddy from behind and gently nipping her 
ear. Alex, meanwhile, had decided to make another attempt at tying Geddy's shoelaces together. 


"IIl kick you in the face this time--" Geddy threatened, looking up, then finally deciding he'd better sit up for 
his own safety. "Hey Maddy, where did whatshisface go?" 


"He's right next to you," Tianna said, returning with husband Freddie in tow. "Tying your shoelaces together.’ 


"Not that whatshisface. The other one. Maddy's cousin," Geddy clarified, untying his shoelaces befor ehe forgot, 


got up and killed himself. Or at least made an idiot out of himself. "He was with - what's her name?" 
"Great. Now he's calling me a girl--" Alex grumbled. "Make up your mind, Gedster." 

"Stupidass Bimbo-Tits, darling," Freddie said dryly. 

"Vicki Barrett," Maddy said. "Uh-oh. Where did they go?" She looked worried. 


"I didn't mean for anyone to look for them. | was just making conversation" Geddy looked guiltily at her. "What 
kind of trouble could they get into in an airline terminal?" 


"You don't want to know--" Maddy got to her feet, stretching like a litle cat. 


Living in the Limelight 


Author's Notes: 
Couldn\'t resist the bad pun.. 


"Carlton? Carlton, where are you?" Maddy sounded like she was calling a dog. "Carlton? Here, Carlton--" She'd 
long ago shed her coat, hat and scarf to reveal a fuzzy-soft sweater in varigated shades of pink, peach, coral 
and salmon. The colors shouldn't have suited her, but did. With it she wore a necklace of what looked like pink 
coral with matching earrings. Given the fact that she sold jewelry back home in England to benefit a save-the- 
planet fund, Geddy doubted it was real. 

"Where do you think he went?" He looked around. 

"I have absolutely no clue," she said. 

"Hold it--" Geddy made a quick exit stage left into a vending machine bay. 

"Geddy--" Maddy followed. "| suppose there's almost no chance of finding a moonpie in one of those, is there?" 
"Moon pie?" He was coming up with several ideas, none of them appetizing. 

"Yeah. Chocolate, chocolate, marshmallow and caramel. Good stuff. And nope, no moonpies--" She frowned. 
"They have Sno-Balls." Geddy dug through his pockets for change. 

"Under the circumstances, I'd think that's the last thing you'd want to see." She shook her head. 

He glanced at her with a smile as he plugged quarters into the machine. "You're from Alabama originally?" 


She shook her head. "Arkansas." 


"So you're not accustomed to snow there, | take it?" He checked the code and punched in his selection. "Does it 


ever snow there?" 


‘Sometimes. Two inches and everything's paralyzed. Nobody knows what to do. My aunt got it in her head that 


fertilizer would melt ice the last time. It doesn't." 


"Two inches is nothing where | come from," he said, crouching down to retrieve his Sno-Balls from the 


machine. 


"Do y'all get the lake effect stuff up there, too?" 


"No, we're on the wrong side of the lake for that. Or maybe the right side." He looked at her. "You said 


something about lake effect snow before." 


"I went to college in Syracuse," she said, looking down and slightly away. With her accent, it came out Sare- 


cuuze. "New York, you know? Where did you go?" 


"I never went," he admitted. "My mother wanted me to, and at one point | wanted to be a scientist, but--" He 


shrugged. "I ended up in a band instead" 

“What did your father think?" 

"He died when | was twelve” 

"Oh--" She put a hand to her mouth, looking stricken "Im sorry” 


"You didn't know." He gave her a reassuring smile. "He was never in really good health. | don't think he ever 


really recovered physically from - what happened" His smile faded and he looked away a bit himself. 
"What happened to him?" 

"There you are!" Tianna poked her head around the entrance. "Hey, look! Food--" 

‘Is that all you ever think about?" Maddy said, looking around at the redhead. 

Geddy was secretly grateful for the interruption He realized, with a pang of guilt, that he'd been about to, as 
the saying went, lay a very heavy trip on someone he'd just met. Even if we have technically already slept 
together, he thought with a smile. 

"That and sex," Tianna replied nonchalently, peering into the machine. "So did you find the village idiot yet?" 
"Not yet--" Maddy looked around. 

Tianna looked in one of the machines, then checked her pockets. "Hey, am? Gimme your thing." 

"My thing?" 

"Yeah, your little transistor thing." 


"For what?" Maddy dug in her purse anyway, handing Tianna a little transistor radio. 


"I want to see if we can find any real music anywhere." She took the radio, holding it up to her ear and tuning. 


"Don't kill the batteries this time, okay?" Maddy plugged two quarters and a dime into a Coca-Cola machine, 
looking around at Geddy. "It isn't Tigi if she isn't borrowing my stuff" 


"Sounds like Alex. When we first met, every time he called me, he wanted to borrow something. Usually my 


amp," Geddy chuckled. "Finally, one time, he wanted to borrow me along with it. His band's bass player had quit” 
"Good thing for him you said yes," Maddy said with a smile, then frowned at the machine. "Darn. Out." She tried 
a couple more diet selections, to no avail. "You know, if | was one of the priests of your Temple of Syrinx, all 
machines would have diet cola and moonpies, all the time. And pantyhose would be illegal--" She punched the 
"Change Return" button, only to be rewarded with - twelve nickels. "Damn it, | wanted my change back | didn't 
want changel" 

"Why would pantyhose be illegal? Geddy said. 


“Because | hate wearing them," she replied, collecting nickels. 


"If it were me, I'd outlaw all forms of underwear. Hate the stuff," Tianna declared, retrieving a package of 
MéM's from the machine. "Of course, | have to when I'm on the rag, but--" 


"Too much information, Tigi," Maddy sighed. 

Geddy looked bewildered. "On the rag?" 

"Your period, you know.’ Maddy gave him a sheepish smile. "Which is the one good thing right now; | don't---" 
"PAAAR - ARARARRR - ARARARRR - ARRRRATYYYY"" 

Startled, they looked around to see Carlton standing in the entrance to the vending bay, pounding his chest and 
letting out a Tarzan-esque bellow. "WHO DA MAN? WHO DA MAN? PARTYMAN! PARTYMAN! HE DA MAN! IF 
HE DON'T PARTY NO ONE CAN! PARTY! PAAAARTY! PAAAAR -- ARRARRRR - ARRRRR - ATYYYYYYY!" He 


pumped both fists in the air in time to the Partyman chant before bounding his chest again. 


"Oooooh, Mr. Cuddles, you're like so funny and alll" Vicki giggled, jumping up and down and clapping her hands, 


blonde hair and boobs bouncing in counterpoint. 


"Okay Mad, Pratt and | have come to a conclusion," Alex announced, coming in the other entrance to the bay, 


accompanied by Neil. "One of you is adopted." 
"Or hatched," Geddy said, glancing at Carlton. 


"Dumb like that is spawned," Neil said. 


"You know, | had a feeling--" A voice from behind Carlton startled them. 

"Aww, fuck, man, what are you doing here?" Carlton didn't sound pleased. The new arrival actually resembled 
him to a degree, albeit with lighter hair and a rather more intelligent aspect about him. He was dressed for 
travel, in jeans, laceup workboots and a battered bomber jacket - unzipped over a “ZII2" tour jersey. 


"Wayne?!" Maddy hurried over to hug him. "What are you doing here?" 


"Maybe making the biggest mistake of my life," he replied wryly. | just took a transfer to East Fishkill and -- 


well--" 

"Where's that?" 

"New York. Southeastern Outside of the city, they said" 

She glanced in the direction of the windows. "Y'all better get used to it, then 

"Yeah, l--" He broke off, having just realized who she was accompanied by. "Oh. My. God--" 
"What?" Her accent rendered the word in two syllables - wha-hut. 

"M-Mad, th-that's -- it can't be--" 


"Wayne!" She'd just noticed his shirt. "Don't go all fanboy stupid on me, okay. You did just fine with Jimmy and 


company." 
"Y-yeah, but -- that was Led Zeppelin. Th-this is -- you know them?!" 


"Since about -- oh, one-thirty, give or take." She looked around. "Y'all this is my other cousin, Wayne. Carlton's 
brother--" 


"Yeah, Dickwad--" Carlton harrumphed, stomping out. "Come on, Mrs. Cuddles, this is Loserville! Partyman don't 
party him no Loserville!" 


~ ew 
"Did anyone see where Peter went?" Robert said, looking around. Another half an hour had dragged by. 


"He said something about trying to find rooms," Jimmy said. They were camped back out on several benches, 


watching the snow swirl outside. 


"Good luck with that," Bonzo said, moderating his language in light of Wayne's four-year-old son Pete being 
nearby. 


"I thought these were supposed to be mixed nuts." Maddy peered into a can of Planter's. 


"Yeah, I'd say that's a pretty apt description," Geddy wisecracked, looking around. He was sitting on the floor at 
her feet. Maddy herself was sitting between Jimmy and Robert. 


"Watch it, Dirk--" Neil growled in mock annoyance from behind Maddy's book, which he was apparently now 
reading. 


"How come all | see are peanuts?" Maddy offered the can to Geddy as she spoke. 
"Here's a pecan" He held it up, then offered it to her and took a small handful of peanuts. 
"Puh-kahn, not pee-can," she corrected idly, taking it. "Thanks. Neil, want some?" She passed the can over to 


him. "Pass them around. That way | won't eat the whole can." 


"Thanks." He took a few, then held the can out to Pete, who was playing quietly nearby with a couple of Gl Joe 


dolls. "Hey squirt, want some peanuts? 
"Wow! Thanks!" Pete eagerly grabbed a hanaful. 
"He's cute," Alex said with a grin, looking over at the still-awestruck Wayne. "He's what, four?" 


"Almost five," Wayne's wife Julie replied, when it became apparent that the only sound coming out of Wayne's 


mouth was going to be a squeak. 
"Pete, have you ever seen snow before now?" Geddy asked, looking over. 
Pete shook his head. 


"You're going to have so much fun playing in it," Geddy told him. "I don't know how much fun your dad's going 
have driving in it, though." He winked at Wayne. 


"You know, Pete, when it's really bad like this, you probably won't have to go to school. You can stay home and 
play in it." Maday said. 


"Yaay!" Pete clapped his hands. 
"| don't know about that," Julie said with a wry smile. 
"Hey, if | dealt with three years of lake effect Syracuse snow, y'all can deal with this," Maddy said with a grin. 


~ Ke 


"Okay, now where did they get to?" About half another long hour later, Maddy and Julie, accompanied by Alex 


and Geddy, were searching for ther respective husbands and drummer. 


"There they are. Well, Neil and Wayne, anyway. In line," Maddy said, pointing, then calling. "Hey, Neil? Wayne?" 


Her voice didn't carry well enough for them to hear her. 

"Wayne?!" Geddy called, then cupped his hands around his mouth and yelled. "WAYNE!? NEIL!" 
Maddy's cousin looked around, startled, then immediately dropped to his knees. 

"What the--?" Geddy looked at Maddy in bewilderment as she slapped her forehead with a groan 


"He didn't--" She looked around at Alex and Julie, who were both doubled over laughing. Neil Peart, meanwhile, 
was looking about as bewildered as Geddy. 


"Now why didn't | think of that before--?" Julie got out. 
"| don't believe he just did that--" Maddy shook her head, rolling her eyes ceilingwards. "Yeesh." 


Neil looked at the still-kneeling Wayne, who was starting to suspect he'd done something he wasn't going to live 
down anytime soon. "I think he was trying to get my attention" He offered Wayne a hand up. 


Geddy had suddenly realized what had happened. "Hey, Pratt, it's a good thing for him your name isn't 
something like "Lickthefloor!" 


‘lam never going to live this down--" Wayne realized as he rejoined them, accompanied by Neil. 
"Not if | have anything to do with it," Maddy said with a grin 
"If you tell Carlton, I'l kill you--" Wayne said. 


"Don't worry. He's too dumb to get it," Maddy said. "Uh-oh. Speaking of Carlton - where is he?" 


